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Incidents of a Great Race 
Which Assumed the Character 
of an International Contest 


BY 

GERALD BEAUMONT 


and Gufl continued to campaign success- . 

fully on the western tracks, and Tra- 
oot- falgrar hung up mark after mark at ! 
The the Montreal. Windsor and New York 
Fh a , tracks, conjecture as to what would ! 
the 1 happen in the event the two horses | 
ralle, ever met was the source of argu- ! 
ilm- ' inent wherever'horsemen gathered. 

- as *t was more patriotism than Judge- 
mid inent that influenced American turf 
lash i followers to support the chances of 
out the Pennington colors, for the <*una- 


Pennlngton stared and tlten spoke 
up Impatiently- 

“See here, Kandy, I’m not going to 
have the colors disgraced jn the 
Pennington handicap, nor am T^going 
to throw away a million dollats in 
good American money. If Khootting 
Star goes to the post, the bets on elite 
stable stand.'* 

“And If lie doesn’t go." cut tile 
trainer, “you'll break the Pennington 
tradition, and what’s more, they'll 
accuse us of deliberately crippling the 
horse to dodge the race. Shooting 
Star goes to the post.’’ 

•No.” 

Mechanically the iraiu©i brushed 
off his elothes and pulled a battered 
hat more firmly over his gray hair. 
“Well, good-bye. Tod.’* he said, and 
turned awa> 


hut use your own judgment. There’s 
no sense in punishing a horse when 
he’s not a quitter. Shooting Star will 
race his heart out, and he couldn’t do 
more than that if you whipped him 
all the way.’* 


“It's a procession.’’ mourned Pen¬ 
nington. "Trafalgar won’t even have 
to extend himself." 

He turned again to McKee and then 
as quickly turned away Down the 
trainer's withered cheeks from under 
the leveled fit-id glasses great tears 
were rolling. For the first lime in 
the history of the Kentucky turf the 
ceri.se and green had fail*#! its sup 
porter* in the Pennington handicap - 
tradition had been broker. 

Pennington listened stupidly to the 
voice above him: 

“Into the stret©li - Trafalgar four. 
Steel King a head, Hock Legion it 
neck, H»*a Queen :♦ length, Shooting 
Star two " 

A big man In a raincoat, standing 
next to Pennington, interrupt'd with 


Till naught remains save arterpiow. Star?” 

W HEN Lady Courageous, run- And though Tod Pennington, with 
ning in bandages, beat Kt. what almost amounted to a premoul- 
Ivan a neck on the post in tion. warned Sandy that a shooting 
the Pennington handicap, star comes from nowhere a ml ends 
thereby repaying her debt to Sandy in the same place, that was the name 
McKee, her owner took the little bay finally selected for the sun of lady 
mare back to California, and there. Courageous. 

with Tod Pennington, set about re- Almost before they knew h. the 
building llie once famous Pennington roll flesh disappeared and Shooting 
stable. Star was a yearling, an impetuous. 

Operating a* partners, they bought • long-legged clown of the stable, 
back Bonnie Brae, the family stock- whose chief characteristic was a 
farm in the Livermore vulley. and tendency to jump out of his skin at 
undertook to resurface the circular the least provocation. Two days after 
mile track ami modernize the training being hacked he was following other 
quarters from which in the old days thoroughbreds around the track, and 
laird Valor. True Blue ami other cele¬ 
brated Pennington horses had gone 
forth to fame and glory. 

There was one point upon which , f ,J t 

Sandy McKee insisted with Scotch !f fij f hi / / *7 ^ 

“All that J asked of iter, the Lady f I]. ] A ^ / 

did. Never again will 1 send her r. I 

To which Tod made reply, one arm / 
around the trainer’s shoulder and 

mare, tfamty. mid yi'i^rra ^sentiimii j I 

chest of. hie ^memory, along? with niirli 

red bandages with which Sandy Me j‘ 
Kee had brought about tin- return of ^ f ^ r JT u jfl F 

While Tod Pennington supervised I Ilf I ■ jj L _ 

th** work of reconstruction. McKee . j J, j 


X entrance to the paddock, and a 
man with a badge ordered the jockeys 
on their mounts. One by one they Hied 
into I he runway leading to the track. 
The crowd scrambled hack to the ring 
and the stands. In the distance a 
Uugle sounded. 

McKee and Pennington shouldered 
f 1 it*- i r way to H spot just below the 
prens box, where they could hear the 
voice of the official caller, and could 
with the aid of field glasses obtain a 
fair view of the start. 

The .field cantered past the stands 
and tlftrii came splattering past. 
Trafalgar on the rail. Shooting Star 
shaking his head at the unaccustomed 
hood and moving sidewise in the No. 
3 position. The others moved past, 
sedately or plunging, as their tem¬ 
peraments dictated. 

Over tlm multitude settled the ex¬ 
pectant hush which tries the nerves 
of the most experienced horseman 
It was a big fleVl, and there was too 
much at stake f*w the starter to take 
any chances. THe minute* draeged 
by. and there were two false starts 
Shooting Star. ’ -.muttered Penning 

ton. “lie’s raising tlx© mischief. There 
tie goes again.’’ 

A hay colt burst ’through the web¬ 
bing. plunged to a stop ami went 
sidling back. They could seo the 
starter waving one aims vigorously. 

"The longer they stay there, the 
better." McKee whispered, “The black 
is carrying 127 pounds, and we’ve got 
a thirty-pound advantage. Terry’s 
trying to beat th© barrier, uoo! Who’s 
that doing all the kicking?" 

“The Hobart mare—Shooting Star 
crowded her. Terry can’t get away 
wifh ihat^tuff; he’d better buck out: 
he can’t get through—Ah!” 

•They're off!" 

The cry broke from a thousand 
throats and rumbled off into a throb¬ 
bing roar. Down the track a rush of 
color tlured suddenly The voice of 
the offi‘-:aI caller came to them jerk- 


very weeping heavens. A thousand, 
voices ■aught it »:p. ten thousand, 
twenty! tin© glance down the stretch 
and all Kentucky knew- that th© un¬ 
believable thing was possible—the 
Pennington miracle was unfolding. 

The b< y on Trafalgar, startled 
fr«»m 1 is security by the tumult, 
gian* i-d hack and saw an • nulne me¬ 
teor blazing at liis heels. Two spray* 
of mud shooting up on either s *!** 
heightened the impression of a comet. 
Spasmodically he lurched forward, 
ding-dong, atm and heel, ami the 
bin* k hors© responded, but not quick¬ 
ly enough. At fh© paddock the me¬ 
teor flashed ui» neck and Heck wltu 
the black. Then hammer end tongs 
on ©>.«••. t©r»»t* they fought for th© 


lUrageous ii 


THE ON RL SHI Mi TRAFALGAR TWO HORsLS WENT TO THEIR KNEE>. 


\ Ol ick GA>P OF HORROR RO*E FROM THE STANDS. 


The hot blood raced into young 
Pennington’s face and then retreated 
II© sited© after Kandy McKee and 
whirled th© latter around. 

“Not that, Kandy i ou© you too 
truth Start th© horse if you want 
to. but f ©an’t see the point unless 
you’ve got something up your sleeve.” 

The trainer made reply dullyr T 
haven't anything. We can put O’Neil 
tip and run Shooting Star in blinkers 
He's Ihe greatest quarter horse in 
America. 

"And this is a mile-ami-a-quarter 
lace." said Pennington grimly. “O, 
my holy aunt!" 

McKee's face quivered. II© was 
close t«* breaking down. 

"if J had nothing but a selling 
plater. I’d start him in the colors 
today and go down rooting for him. 
All 1 want Is to see Shooting Star out 
there leading Trafalgar; and then i'll 
feel that I’ve done all 1 can.’’ 

“Gad!" exploded Pennington. “Gad 
you’re a thoroughbred. Kandy , you 
make me ashamed of myself' Blamed 
if 1 don't play Shooting Star on th© 
nose. Shake’" 


diau king, according to the speed because Sandy McKee by the i©liubt;- 
sheet. figured to have the edge on itatlon of r#ady Courageous had re- 
tiie At: criean champion Still. It was copped th© faintly fortune lie realized 
so small a margin that track condi- for the first time the vast sum of 
tion. relative horsemanship and any money that would ©hat g© hands on 
of the factors that come under the the morrow Nor was it money a'.oti©. 
general heading of rat ing luck, might 
well determine the tesult 

From the tirn© that it was flrst 
suggested, it was foreordained that 
public opinion would sooner or later 
force the match. Maj. Ludlow, who 
owned Trafalgar, was both a million¬ 
aire and a good sportsman. Late in 
the summer he announced hisMnten- 
tlon of shipping his stable to Ken¬ 
tucky fox the fall meeting, ai d this 
was accepted to mean that the mon¬ 
arch of th© Canadian tutf would 
measure strides with Machine Gun 


in front, giving everything that wav 
in him at tlu- wrong time. 

McKe«- was too shrewd a trainer 
not to recognize that this tendency t*> 
be a front runner wa* Mir much a part 
of th© colt's nature that it was u» - 
wise to u!t©mpl to curb It. There was 
nothing to d*» but make tli© best of 
it. II- left all Ills sympathy atid af¬ 
fection wlt'u Shooting Star and turned 
hi* mind and talent* to Machine Gun. 

Machine Gun was th* revets© of his 
half-brother, a* intelligent, well 
behaved colt, who permitted himself 
to rated nicely, and Go-wed a ten¬ 
dency to coin© from behind It© fin¬ 
ish* *1 Ins two-ycar-ol«l season un¬ 
beaten 

Toil I’(-lining Ion was inclined to be 
jubilant, but lie took cate to temper 
his enthusiasm in the presence of 
Sandy McKee 

“Mind you.” warned Sandy. “Shoot¬ 
ing Star is the better of th© two— r 
only he doesn’t know how to distrib¬ 
ute- his speed. Some day lie will 
learn, and then you will see it race- 
h«*rv© worthy «>i the Pennington col¬ 
ors." 

Pennington threw an affectionate 
arm around McKee's drooping shoul¬ 
ders “All thing* at© possible on a 
racetrack." he consoled 


“It’s a: in the gain©, old pal.” h© 1 ho.**© hi» race! Never in all h.s 

comforted. "The colt wheeled the lift* had Shooting Star failed to lea i 
wrong way. and that’s i • • fault of l.is field; never had lie raced oil a 
your*. Ibtt they come” track of such welcome softness; 

Th© field swished past th© stand, never had he felt a boy on his ha* k 
T rafalgar.on the rail and setting his who hurh-d him irresistibly forward, 
own pac© two length* to the good, win# telegraphed with reins and 
As they mad© the first turn the hoy knees. "Win—win—win!” 
on the Canadian hois© looked back Into the lorg legs and the big 

over one should©] - heart spurted the strength of Ins 

McKee broke hi* s,>n« « . glasses slro and the gallant blood of I.a* ’ 
fixed on th© moving blur Courageous. Twenty feet from ti © 

"He’s looking for Shooting Star, and finish hoy and horse merged their 
there goes Terry mi the outside—no. ' souls iti one last effort, and by the 
lie’s cut off " length of a mud-caked nose it was 

* * * * Shooting Star that went under the 

A T th© half-mile post, as though wire first. 

to settle beyond .til doubt the “Pennington Pennington Feu- 

fat© «.? th© Pennington entry, the nington!" The throbbing erv blasted 
horses in the second division shifted the heavens. The white numbers 
again, this time pocketing Shooting dropped into place at, the judges' 
•Star on the rail in a position from stand, the field came blowing back, 
which there was no escape. Hock and still the golden chant of triun.- 
Legion. in third place, held to the pliant Kentucky pealed forth. Bare 
rail in front of O’Neil, with Sea Queen headed in the rain that beat upon 
running at his side and two horses tlio winner’s circle, a young man 
following close behind. faced^the blackened, roaring stands 

Once more the drone of th© caller with one arm around the shoulders 
came to their eais: of his racing partner and by itnpas- 

“Trafalgar by three lengths. Sea slowed gestures centered the tribute 
Queen a neck. Shooting Star a upon Sandy McKee, 
length-” tCopyright. 3923 i 


ring th© work of Meanwhile the Pennington stables 
Bonni© Bra© went expanded. More seasoned horses were 
cavil.g a string *»f added to the string, together with a 
©v. stable*. McKee few* youngsters. including Machine 
Uectcd a small but Gun. a handsome bay colt by Cloud 
asoned horses and o’ War. out of the Kentucky snare, 
fair success in the Marihell© Lee. 

ding up at Latonia. . Trained especially for the event, 
six-year-old geld- Firelight repeated her success In the 
he Kearney stable, ' Pennington handicap, but she had t«> 
the Pennington be ridden out hard to last a nose in 
h respectable field front of Gaptain Davis. More and 
more horsemen were making it an 
‘turned, and Sandy object of hon**r to break the Per.ning- 
Gourageous wait- t«>n grasp on the Ij&tonia ©lassie 
«r stalk “The game I* coming back." Pen- 

jersonal charge of nington commented. “Next year some 
He saw to her of those two-year-olds will be hard 
and ministered to to ^eat. 

st thing at night. McK " " odded “ 

,1, occasion, when i c " me: a " “ 1, h " oar - 

e blank eteti mare ■''CHes. 

, The younger man smiled indulgent- 

ate in a January , .... . ... .... , . . ,. 

\y “U lia.1 with lie inquired 
oocui red an event ’ „ ■ . .. 

, . . “Shooting star 

mar ©« © c-t 0,1 penningtoti’M grin broadened “Th© 

Bonnie Liae farm. co j t break plenty of barriers 

*f the western 9i%y aU( j a necks, but the only way 

hv a switt-rushing he’ll ever smash a watch is by jump- 
d a goiden trail iug on ^ p m banking on his half- 
the countryside. ; brother.” 

»rt. and the marc, j Sandy McKee puffed reflectively at 
#d. haunched back bis pipe a moment. .“All other things 
t tiie water trough, being equal.” h© deliberated. “1 pick 
e<l McKee clung the colt for what I see through the 
was pulled from window of his eye when lie’s excited, 
nurageous wheeled The high lights for courage and 
nore collided with stamina, and the flame of th© ruby 

The meteor faded for-” He paused. 

Ills to the east, and “For what?” 

I to a standstill. McKee shrugged ”1 don't really 
er and clucked re- know.” he admitted “Imagination. 

perhaps, or desire, it’s what tnakea 
but a shooting 1 * thoroughbred run out a race on a 
ed. “What do you broken leg. Lady Gourageou* had it; 
jrself around like mo did I*ord Valor and True Blue. 

It’s almost a Pennington character- 
again safe in her istic. 

genus, instead of “It hat about Machine Gun 
I. moved restlessly “It’s there.” admitted the trainer, 
sv rink led her upper ‘' b «t not to the same extent as in 
i>f distress and re- touting Star. The Star l.as alnu.st 
d. McKee studied j to ° much f, ' r ni >' l' ki »S— 1 l°o m,K ’ h 
1 then. Instead of ■ « r -- i,, ‘ J 1 do,, L understand it. 1 

quarters he pro- never felt U,at " av “ bo “* a 

. r„, .. .i ...i. 'liorse- 


L ATH tliat ntglit Tod feit an un¬ 
conquerable dtjfire to receive 
some final ahsuram© of confideme 
from Samp McKee, for the trainer 
had been singularly glum and unrou¬ 
nding during the last week of prepa¬ 
ration. Pennington traversed the 
hotel corridor and stopped outside 
McKee's door .lust as he raised his 
hand to knock, he caught t> fumiliar 
refrain that cam© i«» a* close even as 
he listened: 

Ami *#» l.r the .ight of »1.© K!jb»r ■•Ur* 
They knighted the cook of the queen * 
9 hti«tsrt 

Pennington siniied. straiglitened 


'T'HKY gripped hanue and while ! 
A McKee turned hack to the stable. , 
Tod Pennington went away to face 
the music. By li) o’clock every news¬ 
paper in the country had the news, 
and the morning racing extras were 1 
on the streets with scare headlines. 
Track officials issued a formal state¬ 
ment to the effect that the Penning¬ 
ton colt was scratched on legitimate j 
grounds. This statement was coupled 
with Tod Pennington's assurance that ' 
as soon as the colt recovered, he • 
would enter him against Trafalgar ; 
for any side wager the owner of the j 
Canadian hors© cared to make. In 
the meantime the Pennington colors 
would be defended in the handicap » 
b> Shooting Star. 

This last statement evoked ironical . 
comment. Never was there a more- 
complete upset before a race, never. 
a keener disappointment to the Amer- j 
lean turf. There was only one con¬ 
solation: Trafalgar would he prob¬ 
ably sent against time tp demonstrate : 
that even with Machine Gun in the ' 
race, he would have been the victor. 
That thought, coupled with the fact ^ 
that there Is always a large element 
of the racing public that never plays 
a favorite under any conditions, sent 
the gathered thousands streaming 
into Latonia shortly after the noon 
hour. 

A* though to add to the general 
gloom, the threatening skies dis¬ 
solved with the first race into a 
steady rain, and when the starting 
board for the Pennington handicap 
was displayed opposite the sea of 
umbrellas, the track itself was coated | 
with three inches of slop. 

Tod Pennington was waiting in the 
paddock when McKee and a groom 
| came In leading Shooting Star, hond- 
: ed and blanketed. There were nine 
; other starters, the largest field in the 
history of the handicap. With Ma¬ 
chine Gun out of it, and second and 
third money an open question, at least 
three entries who would have been 
scratched otherwise were left on the 
board. When the thoroughbreds were 
in their stalls the center of attrac¬ 
tion became the handsone Canadian 
champion, the satin-black Trafalgar. 

"How’s the betting going?” inquired 
McKee. 

“Trafalgar ail the way.” Penning¬ 
ton made answer. “Everybody’s 
hedging. He’s one to tw enty now. and 
it’s growing worse every minute. 
They’re backing Steel King for the 
place.” 

“Shooting Star?” / 

“Write your own ticket. He car¬ 
ries a fortune in the advance betting, 
but I’m the only fool who’s backing 
him now.’* 

McKee grunted. “There’s two of 
us, then." He displayed a green 
ticket "I never sent a horse to the 
post yet that didn’t have my sup¬ 
port.** 

He # turned to Terry O’Neil, ninety- 
five pounds of tempered steel, stand¬ 
ing quietly in the green blouse and 
cerise bar of the Pennington stable. 

"Do your best, lad; that’® all any of 
us can do. If you can steady him 
without choking, he may last longer 
than usual.” 

The boy nodded. “How about the 
bat?". r . .. . 

McKee frowned. ”1 don’t like it, 


ALU* 


and Shooting Star, which satisfied 
the dopesfer* that the great son of. 


The Centenary of 
HOME, SWEET HOME 


O N May S. 1923. th© world will >‘»rs later Bisti..j*eonr©f i s.#i pat.-nm 

have sung “Home, Sweet b bad a rather curious introduction 
Home” for exactly 100 years. '*rigitKt^l>\ which th© c*mpos, r 1« !t 
Few songs have been so pop© olJf ' vb ©n h© put .t into *• lari, 
ular for so long a time, but this one "Flari, or th© Maid Milan, was 
has gained in favor with the years first sung in London May s . is?-’, with 
and is received with enthusiasm Miss M. Tr« e. an older > ster «»1 Mr-, 
whenever a great singer uses it m , Kean, in the lit!© rol©. lvurntan. who 
Ills program. It appeals to the ©ui- } sang th© rol© of s©©ms t<» hav»« 

tured and uncultured alike, and it is made th© greatest impression, and 
known universally, though thousands when it came to th© I’niicrt States N ■- 
of greater and more beautiful songs vemb©r 12 of the same ;• ©at . the play- 
have been born and sung and burled hills and advertisement - emphasiz'd 
in oblivion during its lifetime. his song*, but made i.<* mention of 

The words of “Home. Sweet Home," “Home, Sweet Home.” Miss Johnson 
were by John Howard Payne, who never sang the pari of t’lari ».t New York 
had a home of his own and died a “in the full pride of youthful beauty." 
roving, bachelor far from his native 1 according to th© n.-wspap. is «■:' that 
New York, in Tunis. Africa. 1 Sm 2. He day. 

himself said; “Home. Sweet'Home” netted «i for- 

“How often have 1 been in the tune for every one who handled it * \- 
heart of Paris, Berlin. London, or cept poor John Howard Payne. Neat 
some other city, and have heard per- \v 100.000 copies of the song were sold 
sons singing or hand-organs play- the first year and copies of those fir<«t 
lng 'Home. Sweet Home,’ without hav- editions prove that th© English pub 

ing a shilling to buy myself a next itahers did not suppress Payne’s nam©. 

meal or a place to lay my head. The as has been claimed, while th© Amcri- 
world has literally sung my song can editions do omit it. 

until every heart Is familiar with The lives of the two men who 

its melody, yet I have been a wan- this undying song to th© world wet © 
derer sine© my boyhood.” * ■ in great contrast. Both started out 

Payne had gone to London as a boy j r |chly endowed. Bishop In London and 
of nineteen, to act at the Drury Lane payne in New York. Bishop climbed 
Theater, and whij© his charming per- rf >ad to fame quickly and easily, 

son&lity, good looks and brilliant j Honors seemed to await him at every 
mind had won him many friends and turn, and everything he did was sun- 
favors, financial returns wer© very fcessful. H© was a charter memb©r 
meager, so when Charles Kemble, | atlt i later a conductor of the Ph»l- 


iNOT THAT, SANDY; I OWE 
YOU TOO MUCH. START THE 
HORSE, IF YOU WANT TO.” 


his shoulders, and returning to his 
room, went peacefully to bed. 

He was eating an early breakfast 
in the hotel dining room when a 
stable boy hurried In with a note. The 
boy’s manner warned him that some¬ 
thing had happened, but he was un¬ 
prepared for the message that leap¬ 
ed up at him in McKee’s painful 
scrawl: 

“Don't say anything, but come t© 
the track at once. Machine Gun has 
gone lame. 

"SANDY.” 

As fast as his car could take him, 
Pennington reached the track, and 
with the first sight of McKee’s face, 
his worst fears were realised. Even 
in that swift moment of consternation 
he had time to feel sorry for the 
faded figure standing there quietly 
at the half-door of the stall. 

"Tod, the colt’s out of it. I had 
him shod yesterday and they must 
have pricked his hoof.” 

“You’re sure!" 

For answer, McKee signaled to a 
groom, and Machine Gun was led from 
his stall. The limp was perceptible 
even as he walked. 

Pennington met the blow gamely. 
He pulled out his watch and studied 
the hands. 

"There’s only one thing that we 
can do," he said briskly. "Notify tha 
stewards at once, and we’ll scratch 
the stable.” • 

"Why the stabler* McKee put the 
question quietly enough, but his face 
reddened and theue «wv* a stubborn 
iftTu* in his ©y»w ** 


year-old. he sidled to the post for characteristic clownishness, 
his maiden scramble in a three-fur- it was about this time that turf- 
long dash. A plunging, sweating men began to discuss the possibil- 
tangle of nerves, he broke the bar- mes of a match race between Ma- 
rler twice, kicked one horse out of chine Gun and the crack Canadian 
the running, and when the webbing three-year-old Trafalgar. The lat- 
finally shot up won by six lengths ter had made racing history by Wln- 
in thirty-five seconds flat. ning the Canadian derby in his first 

The debut amazed Tod Pennington starti an( j, like Machine Oun, he had 
and transported Sandy McKee to the never been beaten. He came from a 
seventh heaven. Shooting Star was a long llne 0 f English derby winners, 
blr colt, full of run and fire. He won and h e was regarded so generally as 
his next two starts, this time at invincible over a mile or longer that 
three and a half furlongs, and veteran few horsemen had the temerity to 
horsemen hailed him as the king of the reputation of their stables 

th© ©outhern two-year-olds. The fame j aga i nB t him. 

of Cloud o’ War as a sire and Lady . Tod Pennington received an invita- 
Courageous as a brood mare spread ] t i OI1 to bring his stable across the 
over the racing world. border, lie laid the matter before 

But just before the meeting closed j sandy McKee. 

McKee entered the colt In a four- I ••jf they want the race, let them 
and-one-half-furlohg race on a fast | com e after it,” advised the trainer 
track and he finished absolutely last ! cannily. “Ten thousand to the win- 
after spread-eagling his field up to tier> a m U e and a quarter, and old 
the final furlong. Latonia in October." 

At Lexington they tried him again “The Pennington handicap?” 

with the same result, and then Sandy “Why not? If they think Trafalgar 

McKee realized that he had a prob- can take it away from us. that’s their 
lem on his hands. chance." 

“Morning Glory," averred Penning- “Right as usual.” Tod acknowl- 


P EXNINGTON dressed hurriedly and 
made his way down the avenue 
•»f maples. And there, in the dark- 
©ned stall, he found Sandy McKee 
bending over a seal-brown foal that 
squirmed feebly on the straw under 
its mother’s caresses. 

“Colt." whispered Sandy, "and he’s 
norne ahead of time. But didn’t I tell 
you he’d b© 'short above and long 
below,’ look at those legs’.” 

Pennington’s eyes rounded. "Glory!" 
he ejaculated. “But you’ll have to 
feed him with a bottle. 

McKee nooded. "I’m having some 
flannels heated. We’d better go out 
now.” 

On the tan bark corridor Penning¬ 
ton halted. ‘“What shall we name 
him?” 

The trainer mused a moment and 
then he related the Incident of the 
night before. "I’m not much qj; 

Sioftehes.” he ’« r 


O N the other hand, by the time John 
Howard Payne was twenty h© 
was struggling to support hie family 
of orphaned sisters and brothers. His 
success 'as an actor was not lasting: 
his writings won him much praise, 
but little money: he became ciuhib- 
tered and a Van dor or, and finally dieti 
broken and in w^yit in Tunis. ThirtV- 
oue. years, later, in 188.1, lie received 
Delat'd recognition from the United 
States. His body was brought to New 
York and l«y. in stato there before it 
wks finally .entombed here in Wash¬ 
ington. 

The music division of the Library of 
Congress has an interesting exhlb.it 
of things pertaining to “Home, Sweet 
Heme" —first and early editions of the 
song itself, an original print ed score 
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